



3€4~ 





ack, 


may 




















Poa aie a 








a 








> 


ois 
PAB ATEN XIII XIII IRIN MEDAL 


* * 


LAHIRI 








- 


£ 


Ae 
: 
- 4 


7 
"es 
‘ 
, 
r hes 
fe 
, 
‘ 
Ve — a - 
BOB EABeE mae ee Eee oo _—-———<—=— © «= 
° NR oe EE 
¥. 


POSES EN ALY LY OOOO SESS 
SAK A SK AK \/ 

CONZOOA REA EA IAA EEAREANARAD ACB 

ee 


\/ 
Bl _ 
Plucamer « O 








ARPT LTR PSN DTT DPD ID BEER DD DXA DX 


pore 2 


YY KONO 
<Ssiatetsi 


a” 





2 








Vou. LXVIII. AUGUST 30, 1898. 




















Fun Week by Week. 


By THE Party ON THE Sport. 


Wednesday.—Went down to Salisbury and had another look at 
the troops and things getting into form for the manceuvres. Saw 
them manceuvre a little. Came back. Summoned on an inquest. 
Guy’s Hospital concerned. Seems to be getting into its old form 
again. Remember the larks it used to have years ago. But what 
can a hospital do, poor thing, with such a name to its back? It 
must Guy the patients—or (which would perhaps be best for all con- 
cerned) ‘‘do a Guy!” 


ANOTHER “ GuUY.”’ 


At Guy’s they’re having quite a game, 
Indulging in it daily, 

They merrily keep up their name 
By guying people gaily. 

Smashed, bleeding skulls are ‘drinking ” in 
Their gamesome diagnosis, 

And fevers (I’ve no doubt) would win 
The name of ecchymosis ! 


Our case was a baby that had run a stick into its eye, so they 
bandaged it. Later on baby had a fit, then they thought it must 
be ill. Discovered it like a shot. Some real smart chaps at Guy’s, 
I can tell you! Soon as I got off I went down to see the “‘ Southern 
Army ” in Dorsetshire and give them: an encouraging pat. Then 
took some of our sailors over to Leghorn—not to get them new 
straw hats, but to let the natives see them and rejoice. And they did 
it. Home round by North America, where I saw Canada win the 
Seawanhaka Cup. Sang “ Rule, Seawanhaka! Seawanhaka rules 
the waves,” etc., and came home again. 


Thursday,—Went down and saw still more cavalry manceuvres 
at Amesbury. Beautiful sight—rather playing at soldiers all the 
same. Had alook in at the Cape elections—good old politics! 
Much the same everywhere—lot of people who want to and a lot of 
others who won’t let them if they can help it! Had a look in 
also at the Dublin Health Exhibition (more power to it), and then 
took Princess Beatrice over to the Mothers’ Union meeting at 
Ryde Town Hall. Not being a mother myself, I left and made my 
Way over to Atbara to have a look at the boys who are going to do 
= Dervishes. Found them all in splendid form and “ eager for the 
ray.” 


Friday.—Bro. Jonathan got me to ask our people if we'll allow 
Admiral Dewey to dock and repair his wounded Manila ships at 
Hong-Kong. Said he might, and went down for another manceuvres 
day on Salisbury Plain. Great fun down there, you know. Attended 
the Dublin Health Congress and drank their health. Just the 
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weather and country for health drinking. Lunched on board the 
Southern Cross with the Antarctics. Drank their health, and bade 
them the following :— 

FARE-WELL, 


You are off to the land that is barren and cold, 
So pray thee pitch into the luncheon ; 

A health to the crew and their enterprise bold ; 
Let’s drink it in many a puncheon. 

Let tinned meats be rolled into locker and hold, 
With the rest of the kit you have chosen, 

Then off at your ease to the cold southern seas, 
For, I reckon your hearts won't be frozen. 


Saturday.—East London Water Company going to restrict supply 
—because people so hot and thirsty, I suppose. Glad I don’t live in 
East End, that’s all. Went down to the Crystal Palace to open 
the Co-operative Festival, then off to New York to welcome 
Sampson and his fleet ‘from the wars.’’ Did it well, I can tell 
you. Got back and helped Her Most Gracious to distribute some 
distinguished service medals, and took Princess Beatrice to visit 
some Gosport nurses. 


Monday.—Went to the Agricultural Hall and saw a lot of laundry 
machines and motor cars. Then went round the coast and had a 
look at a lot of seaside regattas. Was well received at Dover, 
Shanklin, Torbay, Whitstable, and also a lot of other places, but 
tore myself away, and sent the Southern Cross off with my blessing. 


Tuesday.—Went over to Dublin. Closed the Health Congress 
and opened the Horse Show. One seemed as healthy as the other. 
Had another look at the cavalry at Stonehenge-—-brilliant 
manceuvres and splendid weather—and then made for Southport 
and helped open the Library Association Conference. Also opened 
the Zoological Congress at Cambridge. Cambridge hardly knows 
itself—the rummiest crowd of Zoological specimens going about ! 


ARK! ARK! ARK! 


Which I wish to remark, 
And my language is plain, 
That the patriarch’s ok 
Was supposed to contain 
Ev'ry species of beast in creation 
To Zoologists known or unknown. 
But the many strange beasts 
Which at Cambridge I see 
Seem to prove (it at least’s a 
Pretty patent to me) 
That Noah's Ark ark-commodation, 
Didn't match Arch-#ology’s own! 


THe Srorrer. 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic.or literary, spontaneously sent in No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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MASHER COCK PARTRIDG! 
THEY LING! 

















IN THE TURNIP FIELDS. 
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“ On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “ Fun’s”” WaSHERWOMAN, 








Ir’s too ‘ot to rite, or tork, or think, or 
to do anythink but sit in cold water, 
with a lump of ice on your ‘ead. ’Owever, 
pore folks must wurk, ’eat wave or no 
‘eat wave; but it’s gettin’ serius wen 
there’s a water famine in the East End; 
but ’ow true it is that ‘‘ we never miss 
the water till the well runs dry!’ Wen 
there’s plenty, we chucks it about right 
an’ left, turns up our noses at it, and 
forgets wot a bootiful, refreshin’ drink it 
is, espeshully with a little drop of sperrit 
in it! All I ’opes is, that the Clerk of 
the Wether will ’ave pity on us pore, 
parched mortals, an’ send a good down- 
pour, an’ “long may it raim over us!” 
I should like you, if you was a enemy, to 
be in my ironin’-room for ten minutes; 
wot was left of you I could wipe up 
with a flannel. Of corse ‘I’m a bit 
used toit,’’ as the horse sed wen it was 
bridled. 

The Cape elections don’t seem pro- 
gressin’ on the right road—or Rhodes. 
There ain’t as much of the Cape of Good 
Hope amongst ’em as I should like. If 
you’re travelling that way you can’t do 
better than foller in the tracks of Mr. 
Cecil Rhodes. 


For burglars to ’ave the cheek to break 
into Sandow’s ‘ Physical School of 
Culture’? seems comin’ it a bit too 
strong. Unfortinitly, Mr. Sandow was 
absent, or ’e woud ‘ave taken strong 
measures with the intruders, you bet! 
The burglars ’elped themselves to re- 
freshments an’ akshally ’ad a warm 
bath (they may “ get into ’ot water ”’ yet 
if they’re caught!), but the prizes they 
stole wasn’t the real artikels, but only 
gilt imitashuns. Wot a plesunt sur-prize \ 
for ’em! 

Iam sorry to ’ear that the Queen of 
Denmark is ill; as the mother of our 
beloved Princess of Wales, who is ‘elpin’ 
to nurse ’er, she appeals to our afecshuns; 
besides, she is a most worthy lady, an’ I 
wish ’er a speedy recovery; bnt, alas! 
there is no sovereign remedy for illness. 

3ismark’s Memoirs, wen they are 
published, are sure to make a great sen- 
sashun. It is probabel that the ‘‘ Man 
of Iron”’ ’as sed a good deal about the 
‘Man of Wire,” wich, needless to say, 
is Sweet William, the Emperor of Ger- ml 
oped Holy Pilgrim, Mailyfist, etseterer. 
“’ sertainly is a pil(l), an’ a grim one, , 
an’ werry ‘ard to Be - at times, for 'e New Servant (entering suddenly).—‘‘ Oh, if you please, mum, that’s the man for the 
ain’t ’xsackly sugar-coated. rates. Shall I say you’re out?”’ 
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No symptom here my cousin spied 


The True Gutter Journalism. | Of journalism, good or ill ; 
[ : Till (showing him how, far and wide, 
seat the docties 2s dees ee The refuse-wallowing palins did spill 
among the dustbins on the pavement . . ._ spilling dust, paper, Unwholesome paper-scraps), I cried, 
and sawdust which have been carefully collected for removal.’’— 








‘Yes, yes, these noisome knaves are still 
ais The worst of gutter journalists! Since, in their arereng 
1 ; ti i ; Pe culation | 
My country cousin wished to see They give the nastiest literature the largest cir Set 
A ‘* gutter journalist ” at work, acnateneititieaatmniateneminas oo 
So coaxed I him to walk with me hed 
To Charing Cross from Ludgate Circ.— Kensit's Crusade. 
Where vagabonds (by one, two, three), THE country he is tramping through, 
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The Military Manceuvres. 


WHEN the gallant Gordon died, 
Laughed the Mahdi in his pride: 
‘The British are but little folk ; 
Their arrogance is vain 
They may bluster and may boast, 
But before my Arab host 


They have proved thems lve 5 but 


children, 
They'll ne'er trouble me again ! 


Laughed the Arab long and loud, 
And his heart grew hard and proud 
And he ruled the peoples ‘neath him 
With a heavy wicked hand, 
Till his presence strong and vile 
Spread a blight around the Nile, 
And the people groaned with anguish 
In a desolated land. 


And Great Britain, far away, 
Waited, waited for the day 
When should come the cry of battle 
And the cal) go forth to slay ; 
For it hurt her island pride 
That the gallant Gordon died, 
Unavenged, beyond the deserts 
And she sickened for the fray. 


Then came rumours an! alarms 
Came the longed-! all t r 
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AN “OUT"'-ING AND AN IN’’-ING. 
This is young Blewitt leaving Liverpool Street Station en route for Cromer, full of cash, which, during the usual fortnight’s recreation, 
becomes exhausted, and necessitates his return in a more popular and economical manner. 
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And from Cairo to Khartoum 

Flew the messages of doom— 
For the Arab's rule was passing, 
And the Arab’s day was done. 


Creeping, creeping cross the sands, 
Came the white and dusky bands, 
Came the British and Egyptians, 
Crying vengeance as they came. 
But the Arabs ever filed, 
And the desert took their dead, 
While the living rushed for safety 
In their anger and their shame. 


Creeping, creeping, on and on— 
Where long years ago they'd gone 
To defeat and to disaster— 
Came Great Britain in her might.~> 
And the Khalifa with dread 
Saw dissension grimly spread 
In the ranks of his adherents, 
And he feared to face the fight. 


Nearer yet, and yet more near— 
Till Khartoum stood cold and clear 
In the desert’s glitt'ring sunlight— 
Drew that army to its foe. 
And the Arabs’ courage fell. 


I r they knew ah knew t well 
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For, before the coming host, 

Th-y could see dead Gordon’s ghost 
Pointing onward with his baton 

To the city where he died. 

For the spirits of the dead, 

Whom the gallant Gordon led, 
Seeined to fill the coming army 
With stern wrath and sterner pride. 


And Great Britain, far away, 
Waits, impatient, for the day 
When shall come the tale of vict’ry 
When her sons go forth to slay ; 
For it hurts her island pride 
That the gallant Gordon died, 
Unavenged, beyond the deserts, 
And she sickens for the fray. 








The First. 


Ou! poor little partridge, your time is 
near, 
For sportsmen are all athirst 
To roam through the spots you hold so 
dear, 
And be second to none’ on the 
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THE MILITARY MANCEUVRES. 


THE CAPTURE OF KHARTOUM IS HOURLY EXPECTED. THE MEMORY OF GORDON’S DEATH ACTUATES THE MEN, 
(For Cartoon Verses see page 68.) 
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A Town Mouse. 
CHAPTER 6.—“ MR. JOHN SMITH.” 


Tue next morning was a fateful one for!Herbert Banks. It was 
the day of the arrival of Rose’s London sweetheart, Mr. John 
Smith. The girl had decked herself out in all her Sunday finery, 





WATCHED HER OUT OF SIGHT, 


and gone with her father in the dog-cart to meet him at the station. 
Herbert, with many feelings of regret, had watched her till she was 
out of sight along the dusty country road. e°92 

“T think I'll chuck it,” he said moodily, as the last glimpse of 
the cart faded from view. ‘‘There goes the only thing that made 
this beastly country life endurable. It was bad enough before she 
began to cotton to me, but now—to see her making love to some 
London bounder before my very eyes! I've got another eight days’ 
holiday. Hang me, I'll pack up, and be off to-night.” : 

‘* Why, you bean’t agoin’ to leave us in the lurch, be you sur?” 
exclaimed a voice behind him. : 

‘Why, you young villain,”’ said Herbert, turning quickly round, 
‘‘what are you doing here? Why aren’t you working in the 
fields i: 

‘* Farmer's gone to station,” said Chores, sheepishly. 

‘* Well?” 

‘Well! That be a holiday for we." 

‘I see! When the cat’s away the mice will play.” 

“That be it, sur. Miss Rose she be gone, too,’ said the boy, 
grinning. ‘She be gone to meet the London masher.” , 

‘Confound him!” muttered Herbert. ‘‘ Have you ever seen him, 
Chores ?”’ 

‘‘Have I ever seen him!" replied Chores, contemptuously. 
‘ Rarver! Didn't he give Chores a licking with his riding whip 
for sarce, and didn’t Chores hit him over the yed with a turnip 
one night when he was a talkin’ to Miss Rose, and didn’t he 
search the farm for the man as threw it, saying as how he'd 
murder him? But I’se goin’ to have my revenge soon.” 

‘* How’s that, Chores? " asked Herbert, interested. 

‘*Becos he's agoin’ to marry Miss Rose,’ said the boy, 
mysteriously. : 

‘‘I know he is, lucky beggar,”’ said Herbert. “ But I don’t see 
where your revenge comes in."’ 

‘* Yeow would if yeow married her. She just agoin’ to make it 
‘ot for him, like Mrs. Dry did afore Dry used to whack her.” 

“Chores!’’ said Herbert, suddenly catching hold of the boy’s 
ear, “‘ You're a young scamp. For som 
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reason or other you want 
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‘‘ Not till you tell me the reason.”’ 

‘‘ There aint no reason.” 

‘Yes there is,” persisted Herbert, still holding on, and giving a 
slight jerk. 

“ Wal, then, it’s becos Polly wants yeow.”’ 

‘Polly!’ said Herbert, astonished, releasing the boy’s ear. 
‘‘ How on earth do you know that?” 

‘Cos ’un told me,” said Chores. ‘‘She chucked Tom Hardy becos 
he got a licking, and she wants the chap wot banged ’un.”’ 

‘‘But Bob Share licked ’un, too,” said Herbert. ‘* Why doesn’t 
she want him?" 

‘¢‘ Married,” said Chores, shortly. 

“Oh!” 

‘“‘Yaas; and Polly she tell me to coom up here and make mischief 
’tween you and t’other chap’s gal.”’ 

‘And what do you expect to get for this pretty piece of villainy ?”’ 
said Herbert, severely. ‘*‘ You certainly deserve something.”’ 

‘‘Yaas;” said Chores, modestly. ‘“‘ I be to get George Gill’s job at 
t’public as potboy.”’ 

‘* And George Gill?”’ 

‘‘Oh, George. He be to get t’sack,’’ replied Chores, grinning. 

“By Jove!’ muttered Herbert, ‘‘I seem to have set this un- 
fortunate village by the ears. Look here, you young whelp, if I 
catch you interfering in my affairs again, I’l! give you such alicking 
the like and length you never heard of.”’ 

‘:Yeow do,” retorted Chores, ‘‘an’ I’ll tell t’other chap you’ve 
been a spoonin’ his gal.” 

‘“That’s untrue; I’ve not done anything of the sort,” said 
Herbert, hotly. 

“ That’s no fault of yours; I didn’t gie yeow the chance. Here 
be the cart coomin’ from t’station,’’ he continued, pointing to a 
cloud of dust in the distance. ‘Gaffer be in that, so I’ll get, before 
he spots I. T’other chap’s in it, too. Be yeow agoin’ in for Peace 
and Polly, or War and Chores?” 

“Confound your impertinence, you young scamp! Get out! I 
refuse to argue with you. Kemember what I said about the 
licking.”’ 

‘That settles it,’’ said Herbert, as he watched the boy slouching 
off. “I go to-night; if I don’t, that wretched boy will be sure to 
make mischief between Rose and her sweetheart, and I could never 
forgive myself for that. Here comes the cart. That’s the bounder 
driving, | suppose, with old Gaffer behind. I think I'll go for a 
walk until they’ve settled down a bit, and then, perhaps, I can 
sneak in, and off to the station without saying good-bye.” 





“YOU! Mr. Joun SuitH—YOU!" 


He turned moodily towards the village, with some idea of calling 
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his action [might be ‘construed into taking her at her word, he 
retraced his steps. He was making his way towards the farmhouse 
when he caught the scent of a fragrant Havana, and saw a well- 
dressed man lounging over the pig-stye, dropping portions of hot 
ash on to the pigs’ backs. 

‘The bounder from London, I suppose,” muttered Herbert. “I 
may as well have a look at him as she’s not with him.” 

The mam turned as Herbert approached, and he recognised with 
surprise the junior partner of his firm in London. 

‘‘Why, Mr. Galopin, sir,’’ he said, ‘I never expected to see you 
down here. Is there an extra rush of work and you want me back 
again ?” 

‘‘Not exactly, Banks,’ said Mr. Galopin, rather disconcerted. 
‘“‘T had no idea you were here. You, then, are the interesting young 
lodger located here. It’s a confounded bore, and you don’t seem to 
have benefited much by your stay. I will give you a few pounds 
and send you on to the sea.” ; 

‘You are very good, Mr. Galopin; I should be glad to go. They 
expect another lodger here to-day, and I think I shall be in 
the way.” 

“Very well! And Banks, while you are down here be good 
enough not to mention the name of Galopin.”’ 

‘‘Why?” asked Herbert. 

‘‘ Because I happen to be known here as Mr. John Smith ”’ replied 
the other dryly. 

‘“You!”’ almost screamed Herbert. ‘Mr. John Smith—Yovu!” 


[To be continued.] 











Waftings from the Wings. 


Now that the affairs of the British Empire are being more or less 
badly mismanaged it is gratifying to find that there is one Empire 
whose management is beyond reproach. We do not refer to the 
Russian Empire, although that is believed to be ‘‘ going strong and 
well,” nor do we refer to the German Empire, which is also coming 
it very strong indeed. Our remarks apply to the Empire in Leicester 
Square. The government of this particularly Imperial show, not 
only pay due attention to home affairs, but also maintain a spirited 
foreign policy. The principle of the ‘‘ open door”? is insisted upon, 
while the high officials manage to keep their public cool even during 
heat crises unparalleled in history. Their foreign relations are 
“friendly,”’ the Republics of America and France being admirably 
represented by Lida Clark and Mdlle. Jane Pierny respectively. 
For physical force their various troupes of acrobats and trapese 
artistes would be difficult to beat; Mesdames Rosy and Lucy 
Ekloss are especially to be praised, not only for their fortiter in re, 
but for their swaviter in modo. The cinématographe proves that 
science is not neglected, while the Twins Marco prove that the 
management possesses that saving grace—a strong sense of humour. 
The Press ballet, last but not least, proves that a generous 
susceptibility to public opinion is not lacking. Fun, whom we 
naturally consider the leading organ of the aforesaid opinion, being, 
even in our exacting eyes, very satisfactorily represented. 


A show without a touch of Fun 
Would lack a saving grace, 
For, after all is said and done, 
Fun’s never out of place. 
Without it hardly anyone 
Could ever rest content— 
We're, therefore, very glad to find 
It has it’s fitting place assigned 
By that tremendous ‘strength of mind,” 
The Empire’s Government. 


What Happened to Jones has lost none of its attractiveness at the 
Strand Theatre, whither large audiences nightly do congregate, in 
spite of the oppressive weather. 


Little Titch produced for the first time in London at the Alex- 
andra Theatre on Monday last his new musical comedy Billy, by 
G. Cooper and Adrian Ross, music by Osmond Carr. A warm 
reception was extended to Little Titch in his copious eccentricities. 
His performance was clever, and the comedy was appreciated 
enthusiastically, owing to the collaboration of an excellent company, 
amongst whom Miss Evie Green, Miss Lillie Comyns, and Mr. 
Farren Soutar were notably pre-eminent. 


Mr. Robert Newman inaugurated a series of promenade concerts 
on Saturday evening last, at the Queen’s Hall, Langham Place. 
Forty-two concerts will be given during the season, and for these a 
transferable season’ ticket is issued at the price of one guinea, or 


Mr. J. L. Shine will open his season at the Globe Theatre on 31st 
instant with Tommy Dodd. 


Messrs. James Buchanan and Company, Scotch whisky distillers, 
have removed to their new premises, the Black Swan Distillery, 26, 
Holborn, E.C. This well-known firm have, by Royal warrant, 
been appointed purveyors of Scotch whisky to Her Majesty the 
Queen and to his Royal Highness the Prince of Wales. The firm 
have published a most interesting illustrated volume, the work 
of the Leadenhall Press Limited, entitled ‘“‘ Bygone Holborn.” 
Therein is discovered the history of the old ‘‘ Black Swan " Dis- 
tillery, rendered famous by Charles Dickens in ‘‘ Barnaby Rudge.” 
The premises now occupying this ancient site are large, commodious, 
and contain all modern appliances. 

Tempora mutantur, et nos mutamur ab illis. 


Everyone who is interested in building society results should read 
a pamphlet by Mr. James Higham, of the Fourth City Mutual 
Building Society, Coleman Street, E.C., as to his “* Reminiscences 
of Fifty-three Years of Building Society Work.” 


A large number of the officers of the Foreign Fire Brigade, 
‘‘attending the camp at Blenheim Park,” visited the Alhambra 
Theatre last evening and witnessed the magnificent programme 
now being presented at this popular house. 


The Bicycle Carnival which was announced to take place at the 
Alexandra Palace on Tuesday has had to be postponed to September 
6th, so as not to clash with one or two important local functions. 
The list of prizes will include two 25-guinea bicycles, one for the 
ladies’ class, and one for the gentlemen's, two handsome dressing- 
cases, a handsome piece of plate supplied by Messrs, Elkington and 
Company, a billiard table, a beautifully-decorated cake, a liqueur 
and spirit stand, a silver cup, etc. The competitions are open to 
all, without fee beyond the ordinary admission to the Dalace. 
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The New Albumen. 


‘““My product,” answered Dr. Pickering, ‘* could not, lam afraid, 
be used as food, much less Lillienfeld’s. In the first place, the cost 
is absolutely prohibitive. Then no one would willingly eat it. 
because it is tasteless and odourless, and produces a nauseating 
effect. I once ate an ounce, but was very sick. Its nutritive value 
is, 1 am convinced, not very great. Some {nice which were fed on 
it for a short time in my laboratory grew rapidly thinner. — 
His discovery is no more albumen than mine; it is, in fact, one 
stage farther from it.”’ | 


So it seems they've been assumin’ 

They can conjure up Albumen, 

Which was dangerously loomin’ 

On the diners’ out horizon yesterday ; 

For on dit it’s non-existent, 

In point of fact, extremely distant, 

And the gourmet breathes again, I’m glad to say. 
rhough it’s brimming with nutrition, 
Pure Albumen spells perdition, 

As its price is prohibition, 

[t can make you lean and lanky in a trice; 
And this element mysterious, 

Says our Doc., is deleterious, 

Worse than ptomaines or bacteria’s, 

For its death upon laboratory mice. 

And he himself has tried it, 

That's the best way to decide it 

When a protest is derided, 

So the chefs no longer need to hold their breath ; 
And Albumen’s evil courses, 

Nurtured by the Doc.’s resources, 

Will be off—whate’er their source is— 

For no one cares to dine on sudden death. 
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The Business Woman Who Owns a Husband. 


‘‘ Lovers or Partners” forms the literary dish 
The D.T. for its readers daily carves. 

Well, men with women need not quarrel if these wish 
In every kind of business to cry “ halves.” 


They benefit themselves, perchance, yet in this aim 
The grand maternal instinct mostly starves, 
t coats their crown of womanhood, nor will men name 
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A BIG CATCH. 














A Blessing on Blessing. 


[Dr. Blessing, the medica] officer of Nansen’s Polar Expedition, 
holds that we need not be uneasy about Andrée’s fate until, at least, 
the end of September.— Leader. } 


Wrra quidnunc itchings? Heaven forefend ! 
Nay! with the sympathetic yearning 

Of loving friend for absent friend, 
We all have been concerned in learning 

How noble Andrée’s life-work sped ; 

And still we've raised—and drooped—our head, 


You say that, till September’s end— 
You, the world-famous Fram’s physician |— 
We need not chins on bosoms bend 
And of his loss make loth admission. 
Sweet words of cheer! To God alone, 
Of all who’ve heard, is their value known; 
But they yet suffice to quench our moan 
In hopes that back from his Boreal Zone 
He’ll land in safety and (re-voicing 
The prayer we’re now addressing 
To vou) salute you with rejoicing: 
‘ Heaven's blessing on you, Blessing!” 





As some reports “ Still extant.!,”’ said, 
And others, some cried “ Surély dead! "’ 
But now that you, who Nansen mated, 
Have been your views expressing, 
Once more has Hope predominated — 
Heaven's blessing on you, Blessing ! 








Found Out His Mistake. 
Miller.—* Do you believe in love at first sight? ”’ 
Nagton.—‘‘No, I don’t; I married her!” 








CONSTIPATION, HEMORRHOIDS, 


47. SOUTHWARK STREET, LONDON, S.&.; 





A Laxative and Refreshing Fruit Lozenge, most agreeable to take. 


TAMAR INDIEN GRILLON 


BILE, HEADACHE, LOSS OF APPETITE, 
GASTRIC & INTESTINAL TROUBLES. 


AND SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS. 


































